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I'his passiiit; cntertainiiu-iu in i< hut
Wh'Kc harr wall, t.iko yniu t;i>tc

since, imc sImj^c iiuiri.'.

And voii nirivL- at ihc pal.iC'': ail

half real.

An'l you, to Niiit it. lc,s than rial

l)e-^i'ic.

In a dream, I'.thaiL^it" kind dt' d. -.'li

in lile.

That hel-ps the interchange of naiuif--,

tlesli

Trp.n>rused i.y soul^,, and s'.: h ^nuN!
( >h, 'tis oil. lice !

And if at wiiiles tlie lailiMe. Mown
too thin.

Seem ni.i;h on liin.-tin;^,- if yon nearl'-"

see

The real world thron^di the false,—

what ./(' yon see ?

Is the old so rinncd ? \'oii fnul you're

in a flock

< )' the yoi'thfal, earnf-t, 1 assionate

—

L^eniiis. Iica'aiy,

l-iank and wealth aUo, if yon care for

these :

And all depose their natural rit;hts,

hail you.

(Thai's nu-. -ii a> their mate and yoke-
fellow.

Pailicipalo i)i .SluUL^ehood— nay. l;i-ow

mine,

I veritaLlyposses.stlieni—banish doubt.

And reticence and uiodesly alike I

\\'liy. here's the < iol<len Aije. old

Paradise

Or new Eutopia I Ik-re's true lil'c

indeed.

And the work! well won now, mine
for the tir>t time !

And ail this niij^dit be, may be, and
with !iood help

Of a little lyini; shall be: so, .'^ludge

lies !

Why. he's at wor--! your port who
.^iiiLjs how ( iie^ !-.>

That never were, in 'I'my whii-ji never

was,

Did this or the other inipo-sibl,' i^reat

thin;,; !

He's r»well—it's a world (vou -mile

applause),

MM hi, own iiivcnii. II— woiidroii,

I .oPLjfi How

,

Sur|iri,in;_,' I lawtlioini; ! .Sluiii.'c does
iiH.ri- than lliey,

.\n(l ac:, the book, they write: the
more his praise !

but why do I mit to pocl,!^ Take
plain piose

Uealcr, in connnon sense, set these

at work,
What ran ih.-) do without their help-

lul lies ?

l-'ach s!:iles the i.iw and ficl nnd lace
"0 the tliinLJ

Uist as he'd ha\e them, fnid, wh.it

he ihinks tit.

I, blind to wli.U niissuils Inni. ju,t

reCi lids

What nulla, lii, case out, quite

iLjnores the rest.

It's a li'story of the World, the
' Lizard .\<^c.

!
The Ivirlv Indians, the Old Comnrv

I War,'

Jerome N,i]M)lciin. whatsoever y..u

please,

I

-All as the author wants it. Such a

I

scribe

\'ou pay and praise for ])Uit;nL; life in

stcjiies,

i'ire into foL], making; the past your
World.

Tliere's plen'y of "How did y(ju

contrive to ijrasjj

"The ihread which lei you thr"Ut;h

this labyriiid, ':•

' IIow build siicii solid fabric out of
air ?

•' IIow on so slij^ln f(iund:Mion f mnd
thi, tale,

" l?iof;ra]5hy. narra'ive ? ' or. in other
words,

" How ma;i\ lies flid il rcquiret.i moke
' lhe|5ortlv tiuth \mu here present

n, with ?
"

'()h."" (|Um;!i the ])ennian, jiurrini; at

your pr.ii,e.

"Tis fancv all: no particle of

fict :

'•
I was poor and threadbare when I

wrote that book


